CONTINENTAL   MOTORING

for acute discomfort. The autoftrada or speedway
between Milan and the lake districts has a surface
as good as the best English; and it is Straight and
level, and the price of it is roughly a penny a mile,
and you can travel on it as fast as your engine and
your rashness permit. But there are houses and
infants here and there on its margin, and the scenic
effects are nil. The autoHrada is a great time-saver.
Its kilometre-stones flash by like telegraph poles.

There is a fair amount of countryside defacement
in England. There is far more in the fashionable
regions of France. The horridest rows of County
Council houses are masterpieces of classical archi-
tecture compared to the domestic edifices of Deau-
ville, Le Touquet, and the Riviera. The main
Riviera coast-road (surely the most dangerous in
Europe, with its double tram-lines, its ever-curving
narrowness, and its motor-buses merrily overtaking
Rolls-Royces at blind corners) from St. Raphael
to Mentone is now an uninterrupted series of
architectural extravagances equalled only in the
Los Angeles region where, as I have been told,
Spanish palaces have been raised by sticking stucco
on to chicken-wire for the accommodation of
waitresses who, having become film-stars in a night,
arrive gloriously to inhabit them with vast retinues
of fathers, mothers, cousins, chauffeurs, butlers
and maids.

No region, perhaps, was ever more miraculously
endowed with natural charms than the Riviera,
and certainly none was ever so disfigured by the
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